THE    UGLY    DUCKLING

was about to hide his head under one of his wings, that,
at least, he might see no more of the horrors, when,
close by him, appeared an enormous dog, its tongue
hanging far out of its throat, and bloodthirsty rage
sparkling in its eyes. With wide-open jaws, showing
two formidable rows of murderous teeth, the water
spaniel advanced towards the poor bird, which now
gave itself up as utterly lost, but, generously disdaining
to seize upon its easy prey, the noble creature went on.

"Thank goodness!" the poor outcast said. "I am
so ugly that the dog does not like to touch me*'; and
he lay perfectly quiet, whilst the shot whizzed over his
head amongst the rushes.

Not till late in the afternoon did the firing cease,
but even then the poor youngster, whose life had been
saved as if by a miracle, did not venture to move. He
waited several hours before he drew his head from
under his wring, and cautiously looked about him; but
then he hastened, with all possible speed, to get away
from the scene of horror. As before he had flown
.from the poultry-yard, so- now, but with redoubled
exertion, he fled, he knew- not whither. A boisterous
wind, which followed upon the setting of the sun,
was ungracious enough to have no [consideration
for the scantily-covered traveller, and considerably
impeded his progress, exhausting his strength.

Late in the evening our fugitive reached a miserable
cottage, which was in such a wretched state that it-did,
not know on which side to fall, and on that account it
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